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Chapter 14: Hot Milk 


"Do you like coffee?" 

Once we made it to my place, I got Sayu to sit on the 
sofa while I filled the kettle with water and set it on the 
stove. 

Sayu shook her head. 

"I don't really like bitter stuff." 

"Okay... How about hot milk, then? Something warm 
should calm you down, at least." 

Her nod suggested that hot milk would be okay, so I 
pulled the carton of milk from the fridge and poured some 
into a heat-resistant cup. Then I put the cup into the 
microwave and pushed the button to heat the drink up. 

Although a warm drink was certainly the right 
recommendation for the occasion, the room, which had 
been empty moments earlier, was strangely muggy. 
Drinking something warm when it felt like this would have 
definitely made you sweat. I turned the air conditioner on 
using the remote I'd left on the table and set it to ‘dry' 
mode. 

I glanced over at Sayu to find her sitting curled up in 


the corner of the sofa, looking somewhat uncomfortable. I 


could tell her shoulders were a little hunched up. She 
seemed like the type who was always worrying about 
something. 

The microwave sounded. When I took the cup out, I 
realized that only part of the cup had been heated—and to 
an extreme temperature, at that—making me squeal. 

"A-are you alright?" 

"Yeah, don't worry. This microwave is just a cheap piece 
of crap." 

I waved Sayu, who'd gotten up to see what was going 
on, back to her seat as I said this and she timidly sat back 
down. 

After a short wait, I swiped a finger across the cup once 
more to check it and found that it had cooled off enough to 
hold. 

I placed the cup on the table. 

"Okay. Here you go." 

"Th-thank you very much." 

I watched Sayu bow her head meekly, and just as I 
smiled wryly, the kettle started whistling. Perfect timing. 

I always craved coffee after going to see a movie. I took 
out my favorite coffee grinds, set the filter in the dripper, 
and filled it up. 


I then placed the filter over a pot I kept for steeping 
coffee and poured a little hot water into the filter. Once the 
grinds had steeped for a bit, I slowly added more and more 
hot water. I loved the way it smelled at this part of the 
process. 

"Oh." 

A small chirp came from Sayu seated on the sofa, and 
she turned my way. 

"That smells good." 

"Right?" 

"I don't like the taste, but... I love this smell." 

"Glad to hear it." 

The conversation dropped off from there. The silence 
wasn't awkward, though—it seemed like we simply had 
nothing to say to one another. I stole a glance at Sayu's 
face and could tell she was a little more relaxed than when 
we first arrived. 

The pot was now full of coffee, so I placed the drip in 
the sink and filled up my own cup. White steam slowly 
wafted up from the cup as the strong scent of the coffee 
pleased my senses. 

I took a deep breath in, then breathed out. 

With my cup in hand, I went to sit beside Sayu. It 


occurred to me that this might have been the first time two 


people had sat on this sofa together. It had always seemed 
like such a large sofa when I sat on it by myself, but now 
that there were two of us here, it felt a little cramped. 

We sat together in silence for a few minutes, sipping 
our coffee and hot milk. 

Then, I finally decided to speak. 

“Someone's out there looking for you, huh?" 

A bitter smile came over Sayu's face. 

"Looks like it." 

"I'm just asking, but..." 

I tried to keep my tone as gentle as possible as I posed 
the question to her. 

"You're not running away because you committed a 
crime, are you?" 

She shook her head emphatically in response. 

"I didn't do anything against the law! I just..." 

At that point, she began to fumble on her words. Her 
eyes wandered around the floor in front of her, as if she 
was deciding what to say next. I waited for her to continue, 
but she offered no further information. I saw that she was 
clearly in distress and sighed. I hadn't meant to torment 
her with my questioning. 

"I won't ask for any details. I've heard the gist of it from 


Yoshida-sempai." 


I stroked her head as I reassured her. She let out a 
small sigh of relief, then said in a trailing voice, "Thank you 
very much..." 

I'd heard the basic details of Sayu's journey from 
Yoshida-sempai. She'd run away from her home in a far- 
away place and had been gone for months. Now, she was 
living with him. 

From that, I could surmise that her family or someone 
with a similar relationship to her had begun looking for her. 
I bet Yoshida-sempai didn't know the reason she was so 
reluctant to talk about it, either. 

“Well, whatever the case may be..." 

I continued to stroke Sayu's hair as I spoke. 

"If someone's after you, then that means you don't have 
much time left." 

From an adult's perspective, that was simple enough to 
understand. However, Sayu probably didn't comprehend 
what that truly meant. 

Judging from how quickly she noticed her pursuer, she 
must have already known that they'd started looking for 
her. If you weren't aware of that, you wouldn't realize 
someone was looking for you that quickly. 

She knew someone was after her, and yet she'd still 


gone out shopping so casually. Not only that, but it seemed 


she'd also kept the situation a secret from Yoshida-sempai. 

She was being much too easy-going about it. 

Despite this, she looked away and gave me this curt 
reply. 

"IT understand that." 

"What?" 

This hesitant remark slipped out of my mouth 
unintentionally. Perhaps having sensed my doubt, Sayu 
looked up at me. 

"Do you really?" 

"Yes." 

",... mean, c'mon. You looked pretty carefree when you 
were out shopping, all things considered." 

I realized that I sounded irritated, but I couldn't help it; 
that was just how I felt. 

"Mr. Yoshida lets me stay with him under the condition 
that I do the chores. I can't let that slip, no matter the 
situation." 

"This is a pretty exceptional situation, don't you think?" 

Her answer irritated me even more. It wouldn't be a 
matter of life or death for Yoshida-sempai if she skipped out 
on the housework, and I couldn't imagine him kicking her 


out because of it. 


It made no sense for her to focus on keeping up a 
‘front’ at a time like this. 

"Okay, so what do you plan to do about your 
relationship with Yoshida-sempai?" 

"M-my relationship?" 

I could tell that I was talking faster and faster now. 

"That's what I said. You know what I mean. You're 
emotionally dependent on each other. I'm asking whether 
you'll be able to cope when you suddenly get ripped apart." 

What was I even saying? Why was I telling Sayu these 
things when she was so oblivious of them? I was blurting 
out things that were obviously unnecessary. I knew that, 
and yet I couldn't stop. I just found it aggravating how 
clueless she was. 

“That sis 

The more Sayu fumbled over her words, the more I 
pressed her. 

"And how do you feel about Yoshida-sempai? Is he just 
your guardian? Or, are you romantically interested in him?" 

As I was breathlessly barraging her with questions, my 
phone, which I'd put down on the table, started buzzing. I 
tutted and picked it up. It was a message from Yoshida- 


sempai. 


‘Wait, what's going on? I don't even know where you 
live.’ 

He had a point. He'd never been the slightest bit 
interested. 

I opened the messaging app, typed in my home 
address, and sent the message to Yoshida-sempai. I then 
put the phone back on the table. 

Sayu remained silent the whole time. 

"In any event, you ran away from home with some goal 
in mind, and now you're in Yoshida-sempai's home. Did you 
accomplish that goal? When you get dragged home with 
nothing to show for what you've done, will any of it mean 
anything in terms of your life and the people who gave you 
their time?" 

These critical statements directed at Sayu came out of 
my mouth surprisingly easily. 

This was just self-indulgence disguised as a lecture. I 
knew that. I knew and yet I couldn't stop. I couldn't bring 
myself to forgive this oblivious person who was sitting in 
front of me. 

Sayu didn't answer me; she just shifted her gaze 
around the room_ nervously. She _ looked really 
uncomfortable, and it looked like she was really trying to 


think of something to say back. 


That was unnecessary. I was asking her questions I 
already knew the answers to. The fact that she was still 
living with Yoshida-sempai was enough to tell me that she 
hadn't worked out how she felt about any of those things 
yet, and wasn't ready to, either. 

Now that I thought about that, I suddenly started 
feeling really stupid. 

I really was a mean adult. 

"Sorry... You don't have to answer." 

I looked at Sayu. It was crystal clear from the look on 
her face that she couldn't gauge what my intentions were. I 
smiled bitterly and shook my head. 

“That was mean of me." 

She opened her mouth in apparent surprise, saying, 
“That's not..." A moment later, however, she shut it again as 
if something had popped into her mind. 

She seemed to have taken my words at face value. I'm 
sure she thought I was _ questioning her out of 
consideration. 

She really was an honest and sweet girl. And I felt sorry 
for her. 

Was this how she'd made Yoshida-sempai feel? This 
thought made me even more disgusted by my terrible 


personality. 


My smartphone vibrated on the table. I knew it would 
be a reply from Yoshida-sempai saying that he was on his 
way, so I ignored it and took a sip of my coffee instead. The 
bitterness of the coffee and, by contrast, its faintly sweet 
aroma helped to calm me down. 

",..You'd better drink it before it gets cold." 

I pointed at the hot milk I'd placed in front of Sayu 
before, and she gave a firm, silent nod and picked it up. 
Personally, I don't think anything tastes worse than hot milk 
gone cold. 

For a short while, we simply sat and sipped on our 
respective drinks without saying a word to each other. 

My thoughts began to settle, so I took the opportunity 
to explore them. 

In the same way that falling in love with Yoshida- 
sempai had left me unable to think of anything but him, 
once you develop feelings for someone, they don't just 
simply disappear for no reason. Once they're there, they 
will persist unless they die or you kill them. 

I felt like Yoshida-sempai was tied to Sayu with a 
special bond that I didn't have with him. Still, I couldn't tell 
whether it was one of friendship, familial love, or romantic 


love. 


However, they were both oblivious to the special bond 
they were fostering, and further still, it was coming to an 
end without them truly realizing it. And yet, neither of them 
were desperately fighting back against or trying to escape 
that inevitability. I couldn't help but feel frustrated by that. 

The irrational, intense resentment I'd felt a few minutes 
earlier subsided, and once I'd come to terms with my 
feelings, I got calmer and calmer. 

“You might eventually realize how you feel, but by the 
time you do, it will be too late to do anything about it." 

I broke our minutes-long silence with those words, and 
Sayu turned to look at me. 

"You're still just a high-schooler, so I don't think you'll 
get what I'm trying to tell you, but..." 

The truth was, if someone had given me this kind of 
advice when I was in high school, I don't think I would have 
really understood it. That said, it was something I felt I 
needed to tell Sayu, and so I said it anyway. 

“There are people you'll only be able to meet at this 
time in your life, and this is the only time you'll get to do 
certain things, too." 

Sayu looked taken aback, her mouth falling open 


slightly. I went on. 


"Even if you're able to meet those people somewhere 
further along the line instead, you most likely won't be able 
to do the things you wanted the first time around." 

We're unable to imagine what the future is like because 
we constantly exist in the present. The 'present’ moves on, 
and before we know it, time has passed. We don't know 
how long the feelings we experience in the present will 
last. We don't know how long we'll be able to see the 
people we see now. No matter how much you regret not 
doing something at a certain point in time, that opportunity 
will never come back around again. 

I narrowed my eyes, giving Sayu an intense stare. 

"Sayu, you've fought back in the past. You fought back 
against the unbearable situation you were in. You decided 
you didn't want to be there anymore, so you did all you 
could to escape." 

All the way here. 

It was obvious that any high school girl who'd been 
living away from her parents for over six months would be 
extraordinarily strong, mentally speaking. It meant that she 
had run away from a reality that she desperately wanted to 
escape, even though it cost her so much physically and 


mentally. 


There were lots of people who were drowning in 
resignation—unable to bear their situations, yet lacking the 
determination to resolve their issues and the strength to 
run from them. I knew plenty of such people my own age. 
From my own evaluation, at least, Sayu seemed to be miles 
ahead of where they were. 

I didn't think it was right of her to end such a daring 
escape attempt so easily. 

"You're the only one who knows what you want to do 
now." 

Sayu looked like she was tearing up. 

“No one else can tell you what your heart tells you." 

",..OKay." 

She concurred in the tiniest voice. 

“You don't have any time left... You need to have a good 
think about what you wanna do." 

When I finished saying this, Sayu, who'd welled up a 
bit, looked down and nodded again. 

"Okay!" 

She said in a nasal voice and nodded. I stroked her 
head again. 

"You're just like Mr. Yoshida said you were." 

"Huh?" 


The sudden mention of Yoshida-sempai's name made 
me let out a strange yelp. 

Sayu had a hint of embarrassment on her face as she 
imitated Yoshida-sempai's tone of voice. 

"The other day, he just said, 'She's good at life. She 
sees things, thinks, and acts a lot more realistically than I 
do. She's amazing.'"" 

"Oh... I see..." 

I could feel my cheeks flushing in reaction to Sayu's 
unexpected words. I never knew Yoshida-sempai saw me 
like that. 

I sensed that Sayu was looking at me and turned her 
way. What I saw made my heart skip a beat. 

She was looking at me with a pleasant look on her face, 
but her slightly furrowed brow made her look somewhat 
sorrowful. 

The sight of it made me feel like I had realized 
something. 

Sayu had apparently met Ms. Goto. At that time, she 
must have noticed how much Ms. Goto liked Yoshida- 
sempai. Sayu and I had ended up pouring our hearts out to 
one another that evening in the park, not realizing that we 
were talking about the same person. In other words, she 


knew how I felt about Yoshida-sempai as well. 


That meant she must have been more certain of how 
she felt about him than she let on. 

In reality, she was aware of her feelings for him... And 
yet... 

"Sayu." 

"Yes?" 

I called out to her and she naturally tilted her head in 
curiosity. The ambiguous expression she'd been wearing 
just moments earlier suddenly vanished. 

"Are you...?" 

Just as I began to speak, the intercom started ringing. 

I glanced at my smartphone and saw that the screen 
was lit up. 

‘I'm here. ' 

I'd got a message from Yoshida-sempai. 

",.. That was way too fast." 

Wondering whether he'd run all the way here, I headed 
to the entryway and opened the front door. 

",..Hey." 

"You got here quickly." 

As expected, Yoshida-sempai's breathing was ragged as 
he stood in the doorway. He spoke with a note of irritation 
in his voice. 


"Where's Sayu?" 


",..yeah, she's here. We ran into each other in front of 
the station, talked there for a bit, and then I invited her 
over. Right? Tell him, Sayu!" 

I said in a loud voice, looking back at her. She stuck her 
head out so we'd be able to see her from the entryway and 
nodded, saying "Th-that's right!" Unlike Yoshida-sempai, 
Sayu could carry a natural conversation without showing 
any telltale signs she was lying, so it was easy. She seemed 
surprisingly accustomed to situations like this, considering 
what an honest heart she had. 

I looked back at Yoshida-sempai, only to immediately 
wish that I had waited just a moment longer before doing 
So. 

I've seen the look on his face in a movie. It was the one 
the protagonist made when they were, at long last, 
reunited with the love of their life. It was clear from the 
way he carried himself that Sayu's presence in his life had 
gradually become more and more important to him. 
However, this unbridled expression of emotion shocked me. 

",,.Are you coming in?" 

I asked, although I already knew what he was going to 
Say. 

"No, I just came by to pick her up." 


"Of course." 


I replied curtly, before turning back to Sayu. 

"Finished your hot milk?" 

"Yeah, I'm finished. Thank you for the drink." 

"Sure thing... Well, Yoshida-sempai's here now, so I 
guess it's time for you to go, huh?" 

"Um, yes..." 

Sayu stood up and bowed her head to me. 

“Thank you very much for today." 

Her words made my heart ache. 

What was she thanking me for? I'd brought her to my 
place out of my own self-interest, and been irresponsible 
enough to insult her with careless words. I was feeling 
more pathetic by the second. 

"Not at all... Good luck." 

That was all I was able to force myself to say. 

Sayu slipped one of her shoes on with a single hand, 
holding her grocery bag in the other. Yoshida-sempai gave 
her a brief glance and scooped the grocery bag out of her 
hand without a word. 

"Th-thanks." 

“Quick. Get your shoes on." 

I found myself looking away so I didn't have to see 
them interacting with each other. It seemed so natural that 


it left me feeling conflicted. 


Sayu finally finished putting on her shoes and stood 
back up. 

“Thanks for having me over." 

"No problem. See you some other time." 

I had my doubts about whether we'd ever see each 
other again, but I said this anyway. She smiled and nodded, 
and replied, "See you." 

"And I'll see you tomorrow." 

Yoshida-sempai said, looking my way and waving. 

"Oh. Don't stalk me now you know my address, okay?" 

"You know I won't, dummy." 

“Hehe. Good night, then." 

I said flippantly, trying to dodge his gaze. Then, I shut 
the door behind me. 

I could hear their footsteps through the door as they 
walked away. 

After a few seconds, it fell silent and I suddenly lost the 
strength to stay standing. I collapsed onto the floor and sat 
down in the entryway. 

",..It's not fair." 

I found myself mumbling to myself. 

"Why? Why is it so unfair?" 

I felt the inner corners of my eyes slowly become warm, 


and before long, tears were streaming down my cheeks. My 


vision went blurry. 

When I fell in love with Yoshida-sempai, he had already 
long since fallen head-over-heels for Ms. Goto. There wasn't 
much I could do about that; they'd known each other since 
before I joined the company, and they'd spent so much of 
their work life together. It's not like I could have gone back 
in time and come between them. I'd finally made peace 
with the reality that he'd spent more time with her than 
me, so I had no choice but to try a different approach and 
work hard with it. 

And then Sayu showed up. Their meeting was no more 
than a coincidence, and yet they suddenly started living 
together. Now, she was almost the only thing Yoshida- 
sempai cared about. He was worrying about Sayu's future 
while keeping his romantic feelings for Ms. Goto to himself. 
I could tell just from looking at his face that his feelings for 
her were now a hair's breadth away from being romantic. 

Ms. Kanda, an acquaintance from his high school years, 
had also come into the picture, and even the look he gave 
her was completely different from the one he gave me. He 
looked mesmerized by her. 

How did it end up like this? 

"It's all so unfair... So unfair." 


Unfair. 


That was the only word that would come to mind. 

"I love Yoshida-sempai. I love him more than anyone 
else does...and yet here I am." 

I wanted nothing more than to show this raging passion 
that was inside of me in a way anyone could understand. 

Yoshida-sempai's emotions shifted from one place to 
another, but never to me; my feelings made no difference. I 
only ever had eyes for him, and yet I wasn't at the core of 
what made him tick. 

It was crazy. 

"If it doesn't even matter who he met first...then why 
not me?" 

Voicing these feelings made my throat burn hot, and I 
couldn't believe how hard I was crying. A whimper escaped 
my lips. It hurt so bad. 

As the saying went, truth really was stranger than 
fiction. 

When people formed a connection in real life, it didn't 
happen like it did in romance novels. There was no proper 
foreshadowing that led up to it, and it didn't happen on 
cue. It happened for no precise reason. People simply fell 
for one another and formed a bond. 


That reality was brutal on those who got left behind. 


I sat in the entryway, crying out loud. 
This was the first time in my life that I'd ever cried like 
that. 


Chapter 15: Utility Pole 


As we made our way home from our local station, Sayu 
—who had, until this point, been quiet and zoned out— 
suddenly spoke up. 

"Mr. Yoshida, is there anything you'd love to do right 
now?" 

The abrupt question made me cock my head in 
Curiosity. 

“What do you mean?" 

"C'mon. Just think about it." 

Something I'd love to do? That was an incredibly vague 
question. I really had no hobbies, and there wasn't anything 
I particularly wanted to buy, either. My job itself was 
enough fun for me, and I didn't have any real desire to 
climb the ladder any further. 

As hard as I tried to think about it, I couldn't come up 
with anything I really wanted. 

"Nothing in particular." 

Sayu let out a small giggle and said, "I see." 

"Oh." 

Something suddenly popped into my head, so I said it 


out loud. 


"If I really had to say something, then I'd like to sleep 
for an entire week." 

Sayu cackled loudly at my response. It seemed like I'd 
tickled her funny bone. 

"What? That's so dumb!" 

"Whatever." 

She continued to laugh for a moment, then suddenly 
pointed in the direction we were walking. 

"There." 

"Hm?" 

Sayu ran up to a utility pole that stood a few feet in 
front of us, then turned back to look my way. I stared 
intently at the utility pole, wondering what point she was 
trying to make before it suddenly occurred to me. 

"This is where we first met, Mr. Yoshida." 

",..You're right. It is." 

Sure enough, it was right in front of this utility pole 
that I first met Sayu and took her home with me. I 
narrowed my eyes as I reflected on that night's events—or 
rather, attempted to, as I'd been drunk at the time and 
more than a few months had passed since. My recollection 
was quite vague. The only things that came to mind were 
Sayu's simple smile and her plainly visible black panties. 


“That's so long ago now." 


I muttered to myself, and Sayu gave a shy smile and 
nodded. 

After she'd spent a few seconds standing under the 
utility pole in silence, she began to speak carefully. 

"With the other guys, I had a different name every 
time." 

I couldn't understand what she was trying to tell me, 
and so I cocked my head, and she continued speaking with 
a soft smile on her face. 

“Whenever I found someone else to live with, I gave 
them a different name—a fake one." 

I understood what she meant now, but at the same 
time, a conversation I had with Yaguchi Kyoya sprung to 
mind. This reminded me how he kept calling her 'Miyuki.' 
That must have been the fake name she gave him. 

"But when you asked me what my name was, Mr. 
Yoshida, I kinda surprised myself... My real name just 
slipped out. I don't know why." 

She said, squinting. She seemed like she was thinking 
back on that time. A fond expression came over her face as 
she spoke. I gazed blankly at her side profile. 

"Now that I had given him my real name, I might not be 
able to keep running away—that was the negative thought I 
had at first." 


She stopped there and looked up at me. With the street 
light on the utility pole right above her head shining down 
on her, she looked like something out of a dream. 

"But thanks to you, I don't feel like I have to run 
anymore." 

Her tone of voice wasn't particularly emphatic, but her 
words still sounded strangely impactful. I wasn't sure what 
it was about, but there was a definite sense of 
determination concealed within those words. Her words 
were just that clear. 

It was apparent that she was planning to move on. 
Although that made me happy, it hurt a little at the same 
time. 

Maybe Sayu was implying that she'd made up her mind 
to leave. As I thought about this, Sayu suddenly glanced at 
me out of the corner of her eye. 

"Mr. Yoshida. If I wasn't a high school girl and you saw 
me crouching down here, would you have still taken me 
home with you?" 

"Huh?" 


This sudden question left me dumbfounded. 

If Sayu weren't a high school girl? I tried to entertain 
the hypothetical, but I couldn't imagine very well. As I 
struggled with this idea, she continued to speak. 

"I think you probably would have. If I were an adult, 
you probably would have had sex with me right away." 

She said, then laughed amusedly. 

"Or, maybe not." 

Sayu said before I had the chance to cut in. 

I couldn't imagine myself ever sleeping with a woman I 
didn't love, no matter how desperate I was. I'd even gone 
as far as turning down Kanda-sempai's invitation. I was 
pretty confident about that fact. 

"In the same way..." 

She said with a lilt in her voice. 

"Even if you weren't a bearded office worker, I probably 
would have..." 

She suddenly stopped mid-sentence. With her mouth 
hanging open in a show of apparent surprise, she stiffened 
up. 

"Hm? What's up?" 

I cocked my head, and Sayu gave me a small frantic 
wave of her hand and an embarrassed smile. 


"N-nothing." 


She tugged on the corner of my shirt. 

"Let's go home." 

"Right." 

We'd ended up loitering around unintentionally. That 
was Okay, though. This utility pole wasn't too far from 
where we lived. 

I turned back to look at it one more time as we walked 
away. 

That's right, I pondered to myself with a bitter smile. 
This was where Sayu and I first met. This place held an 
important memory for me, and yet I'd been walking past it 
every day without giving it so much as a second look. 

I stole a glance at Sayu, who was walking beside me, 
out of the corner of my eye. She looked pretty zoned out, 
but there was a faint smile on her face, too. There was 
something unsettling about it. 

"Hey, aren't you acting a little weird today?" 

I called out to her when we got home. Sayu, who was 
putting the groceries she'd bought from the supermarket in 
the fridge, looked at me with a surprised expression on her 
face. Then, she shook her head innocently. 

"Not really. I feel the same as usual." 

"Oh really?" 


Something felt different today, but I just couldn't quite 
put it into words, so I decided not to push the subject any 
further. 

"Anyway, putting that aside..." 

Sayu squinted at me playfully. 

"Did you enjoy your dinner with Kanda-sempai?" 

"H-how did you know...?" 

She pouted moodily at me. 

"So it was her, huh? I was only guessing." 

“What?! You tricked me!" 

“There's no point in me even asking whether you had 
fun. You love her, after all." 

“That's not true!" 

The scowl I gave her with my emphatic denial made her 
cackle, and she shut the fridge door. 

"I'm going to have my dinner now." 

“Huh? Oh, right... You must have gone to Mishima's 
place straight after you bought the ingredients." 

Couldn't Mishima have at least given her something to 
eat? 

As if she could predict what I was thinking, Sayu began 
to speak. 

"Well, Ms. Yuzuha did give me some hot milk, so my 


hunger hasn't been bothering me too much. I'd better eat 


something soon though, otherwise it'll creep up on me out 
of nowhere. Mind if I make something now?" 

"It's not like I'm going to say no, is it? Go ahead." 

Sayu grinned at my response, then went to the 
washroom to wash her hands. 

Considering that she'd been the most tired I'd ever 
seen her before I left the house, Sayu sure had a spring in 
her step now; she seemed unnaturally energetic. I'd never 
imagined she'd be able to bounce back in such a short 
period of time, and her legs must have still been aching. 
And yet, she wasn't showing it at all. The only possible 
explanation was that something had changed for her 
emotionally. 

The thought confused me. 

As long as it was a positive change, there was no 
reason for me to care. Despite this, the fact that her 
mentality had changed so much without me knowing made 
me feel a little uneasy. That was when I realized that the 
strangest thing was that I was having these thoughts at all. 
I didn't understand why I was feeling the way I did. 

Sayu abruptly popped out of the washroom and asked 
me a question. 

"If I make miso soup, do you want some? Or, are you 
full?" 


"Oh, uhm... Sure, I'll have some. It might do me good 
after all that greasy food." 

"Okay!" 

She gave me a Sharp nod and began filling the cooking 
pot with water. 

I stared blankly at Sayu as she began skillfully 
preparing to cook the miso soup, but I couldn't shake the 
feeling that something wasn't quite right. 

Unsure where that feeling was coming from, I decided I 
needed to keep myself busy, so headed for the outdoor 


balcony to have a smoke. 


Chapter 16: A Visit 


I thought I heard the intercom ringing. 

The way the sound of the electric bell dimly echoed 
inside my head was unpleasant. It wasn't that loud, but I 
still found it extremely irritating. 

The intercom rang again. This time, I definitely heard 
it. It sounded much louder this time. It was so noisy. 

The third time the bell sounded, my eyes snapped open. 

"Huh...?" 

Bleary-eyed, I ruammaged around for my alarm clock. I 
squinted at it to read the time. It was seven o'clock on the 
dot. 

"... Hmph. Who is it?" 

It was clearly far too early for someone I didn't know to 
ring my doorbell. Whoever it was obviously had no common 
sense. 

Sayu, who was beside me, groaned and stirred from her 
rest as well. 

"Is it a delivery...?" 

She mumbled sleepily, and I couldn't help but laugh. 

"No one would deliver this early...and I haven't even 


ordered anything." 


I whispered, scratching my head. 

I figured that if it were a door-to-door salesman or 
something, they would move on if we ignored them for long 
enough. As I lay spaced out on the bed, however, the 
intercom rang again. 

Understandably, this was starting to get me riled up. 

"I'll be back in a moment." 

I shuffled toward the entryway, preparing to give the 
visitor a piece of my mind. 

“Who is it...2 Don't you know what time it is?" 

I grumbled as I opened the door. Then, I fell silent. 

At my door stood a young man in a suit, and behind him 
stood another well-built man in sunglasses who was clearly 
dressed like some kind of bodyguard. 

",.. Huh? What's going on?" 

In the presence of these two suited men in what was 
clearly an abnormal circumstance, I immediately put my 
guard up. 

"Apologies for bothering you so early in the morning. I 
was concerned we might not have enough time to talk 
things through properly unless I came at this time." 

The young man said extremely politely, before pulling a 


business card out of his breast pocket and offering it to me. 


"My name is Ogiwara Issa, and I'm the president and 
CEO of Ogiwara Foods." 

"Uhm..." 

I took the business card off him, now even more 
confused. Ogiwara Foods was a really big frozen foods 
vendor. Why was the president of the company at my 
home? 

As I stared vacantly at his business card, I suddenly put 
two and two together. 

"Ogiwara..." 

The moment I peered at those letters, my mind jolted 
into action. I looked up, startled, and locked eyes with the 
young man, who was now giving me a creepy smile. 

"I'm Ogiwara Sayu's older brother." 

The president said plainly. Then, his smile instantly 
slipped away. Glaring at me, he carried on speaking. 

"I've come to collect Sayu," he said. 

I turned around to find Sayu standing stock still behind 
me, looking dumbfounded. That was all it took to prove to 
me that this really was her older brother. 

I realized that, finally, the time had come. 

The young man _ standing before me was_ the 
personification of the ticking clock that had been hanging 


over Sayu's head the whole time she'd been on the run. 


For some reason, the image of Sayu's carefree smile 


Came to mind...and then vanished. 
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